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"be a jailbreak," Rick sang softly along with his Walkman and his favourite Thin Lizzy cassette. "So don't you...” 


He jumped when a hand pulled the headphones from his ears, and looked up to see Steve. 
"| said, where's Joe and Sav?" Steve asked. 


Rick remembered that Steve had been in the loo hurling up when the two of them disappeared. "Erm... how 
much attention were you paying at the end of the Truth or Dare game?" he asked. 


Steve shrugged. "Not much, | felt like shite. Still do, to be honest" 


"Right, well, | got Sav with a dare and.." Rick broke off for a moment, snickering when Pete, who was still 
slumped against the saggy sofa, let out an obnoxiously loud snore. He looked up at Steve and said, "Sorry, | 
guess l'm still pretty hammered." 


Steve, on the other hand, winced, looking as if the hangover was already setting in. "What's a dare have to do 
with those two disappearing?" he asked. 


"| kinda dared Sav to kiss Joe," Rick mumbled. 

"what?" Steve asked, a gobsmacked expression on his face. 

"Well, you know Sav's admitted to swinging both ways, same as you did," Rick said. "l, erm, | kinda noticed him 
looking at Joe a few times, when he thought no one was paying attention. | s'pose | kinda figured I'd give him a 


chance to kiss Joe.. only | didn't expect Joe to enjoy it so much." 


"Wait, you're saying they..?" Steve seemed to be having trouble wrapping his mind around the idea, or maybe it 


was the incoming hangover making it harder for him to order his thoughts. 

Rick shrugged. "Dunno what they're doing, other than Sav flipped me off when | told ‘em the dare was over and 
they could stop snogging - and then they vanished into his room. | wasn't gonna go listen at the door or 
anything, y'know?" 

"Yeah, s'pose not," Steve agreed. "Glad Sav's got the room on the end, then, with Joe between Pete and him." He 


looked at Pete and snorted a little. "Not that Pete's likely to hear a bloody air raid siren right now. Leave him 
there or try to haul him to bed?" 


"Leave him," Rick said. "Be lucky if | manage to get my own arse to my room without running into a few walls 

along the way, I'd never be able to get him on his feet without falling, forget carrying him" He squinted at the 
clock and tried to push himself to his feet. Steve offered him a hand, which he took gratefully. "Thanks, mate," 
he said as he clambered up, trying to ignore the litte jolt he felt at the blond's touch. 

Steve gave him a little smile. "Anytime, Rick," he said, letting go of the drummer's hand a little reluctantly. 


Rick had to smother a laugh when he realised they both had to lean against the wall for balance as they 


walked carefully to their respective rooms. "G'night, Steve," he said softly when he reached his door. 
"Night, Rick," Steve replied from his own 
The drummer settled onto his bed, still feeling the warmth of Steve's hand on his own. 


SRR EEK 


Despite the anticipated hangover in the morning, Rick woke up relatively early and got into the loo first, going 
through his ablutions quickly and returning to his room to dress while Steve headed in to take care of his own 
morning routine. Emerging once more, he couldn't help but grin at seeing Joe and Sav leaving Sav's room 
together to queue up for the loo, blushing when they realised he saw them. Unable to resist teasing, the 
young drummer asked, "So, is this sight gonna be a regular thing from now on?" His grin only widened when 
Joe's blush deepened and the singer flipped him off. 


"Smatter of fact, it probably will be," Sav said casually. "We still haven't decided whether to thank you or kill 
you or both, mind” 


"Well, I'm chuffed for you both, seriously. And remember, if you kill me, you'll have to break in a new 
drummer, and we're supposed to be on the road soon" Rick laughed and headed for the kitchen, where he put 
on the kettle and rummaged out the bread and a package of bacon. No one's hangover appeared to be too bad, 
at least his wasn't and it seemed that Steve, Joe and Sav all felt reasonably chipper, so breakfast of some 
sort would most likely be appreciated. 


Steve joined him there a few minutes later, looking much better than the previous evening. "Morning, Rick," he 


said with a warm smile. "Want some help in here?" 


Rick smiled back at the blond guitarist, blushing a little. "The kettle's heating, maybe set up everyone's tea 
while | do up the bacon butties? | figured making brekkie might make Joe less likely to have a go at me on 


principle." 
"Why would Joe want to have a go at you?" Steve asked. 


"Over the dare last night," Rick said. "Just because it all worked out in his favour don't mean he's happy | 
pushed ‘em into it, y'know? Sav warned me they haven't decided if they should thank me or kill me." 


"Yeah, good point. I'll protect you if you need it, though," Steve said with a grin. "You're brilliant on drums for 
one, and you're quite fit besides." 


Rick blushed again at the compliment, especially because of its source, and concentrated very hard on setting 
the bacon onto the buttered bread just so. "Thanks," he said softly, stacking the assembled sandwiches onto 
plates. 


Steve tilted his head. "You okay, Rick?" 


"Yeah, I'm okay, Steve," Rick said. "I just.. | don't know. |." he broke off as Joe and Sav, followed by a scowling 


Pete, who was obviously suffering a much worse hangover than the rest of them, joined them. 


Pete shuffled through the kitchen with a grunt towards his bandmates, grabbed a bottle of beer, and 


shambled back out again. A moment later, they heard a door slam shut. 


Joe looked at Sav with a sigh. "Good thing they don't need us back in studio today," he said. "l'm the last bloke 
to say anyone shouldn't have a beer or three, but he keeps that up, it's gonna start affecting his playing." 


"We'll talk to him later," Sav said. "Also, whichever of you had the idea to make bacon butties, thanks! 
Especially since Pete's obviously not eating, leaves more for the rest of us." He took a sandwich from one 
plate, putting the two halves of it on two of the other plates, and he and Joe grabbed them along with two 


mugs of tea Then they vanished back into Sav's room once more. 


"That was Rick," Steve called after them, although he didn't get a response. The guitarist handed Rick a cup of 
tea fixed the way the drummer liked it. "I'll listen, if you want to talk," he said softly. "| promise there's nothing 


you could tell me that would make me think less of you." 


"Yeah, | hope you're right about that," Rick said. He put half of what had been intended as Pete's second 
sandwich on each of the other two plates and handed Steve one of them. "I. it's kind of about last night. 
After.. after we went to bed, | started thinking about Joe and Sav... and | started to wonder what it might be 


like, kissing a bloke, | mean." 
"Does that bother you at all?" Steve asked. 


"Not really," Rick said softly. "I think I've known for a while that | like blokes as well as birds, but I've been 
scared to do anything about it, y'know? Especially since Da has to come along on tours outside of Britain 
because I'm not eighteen yet. | mean, if | was to.. to do anything with a bloke, I'd rather it not be home in 
Sheffield Not where someone might notice and blab where my family might hear the gossip. Time enough to 
figure out how to tell them | like blokes if | get together with one, y'know?" 


"| can understand that," Steve said with a warm smile. "| know | did my own, erm, experimenting, out on the 
road and away from Sheffield, and for the exact reasons you mentioned." His smile widened into a grin as he 
added, "And with your revelation just now, looks like Pete's the only one of us who hasn't admitted to going 

both ways, seeing as your dare finally got Joe to admit it. You might've noticed Sav looking at Joe, but I'd 


noticed Joe watching Sav." 
Rick chuckled. "Glad | made that dare, then. As for Pete, | think he prefers bottles to blokes or birds." 


Steve finished his food and started washing up. "Let's hope he listens when Joe and Sav talk to him later," he 
said. 


"Yeah. And you don't have to do that, Steve," Rick said. "| made the mess, | can clean it up. Swhat Mum would 
say, anyway." 


"No, you cooked for everyone, you shouldn't have to do the washing up as well," Steve countered. "It'd be 
different if you'd only cooked for yourself" He fell silent for a moment as he scrubbed the frying pan, then 
asked, "Mind if | ask a personal question?" 


"Go on and ask, but | won't promise to answer," Rick said. Steve took a deep breath. "When you did that 


wondering.. did you have anyone in particular in mind?" His cheeks burned as he asked that question 
Rick's face flamed. "Yeah," he admitted, almost too quietly to hear. "You." 


The guitarist gave a silent sigh of relief that he hadn't mucked things up. When they'd first started touring, 
their management told them flat out, never date - or even party with - someone not yet eighteen, to avoid 
any potential legal issues. Steve figured he'd be better off including the drummer in that under-eighteen ban 
to be on the safe side. "| know it kinda can't happen until your birthday, but... will you go out with me then?" 
Steve asked. "I've been waiting for you to turn eighteen to even ask if you'd ever consider blokes because of 


the rules," he admitted, "but given the conversation we've just been having.." 


"Yeah, | understand," Rick said. "And I'd love to. Da hates touring, so while | don't know where we'll be, | know 


he's planning on getting on the first plane for home when my birthday comes ‘round 


Steve smiled warmly. "First day off we have after your da leaves, I'm taking you out, then. No idea where 
since who knows where we'll be, but somewhere a little nicer than the sort of fast food places we stop at 
while on the road. Maybe we can do a bit of sightseeing together, depending where we are and all?" He reached 


out and tucked a stray curl behind Rick's ear. 


| think | really can't wait for my birthday to come," Rick said with a smile. 


FKE 


With recording finished, the group returned to Sheffield to rehearse ahead of the coming tour. Rick and Steve 
often stayed after rehearsals, just sitting snuggled together and talking. Steve refused to do anything else. 
"Don't get me wrong, I'd love to snog you senseless," he told the young drummer. "But you know managements' 
rules.. not to mention, we're in Sheffield. Anyone catches us together here, it'll be all over town in a heartbeat. 


Even Joe and Sav are being more careful while we're home." 


"Yeah, | know," Rick said. "The rule just bloody well sucks. If one of us was a girl, we could get married in 


Scotland and no one would think twice about it" 


"But we still couldn't get married here in England until your birthday, even if one of us was a girl," Steve 


reminded the younger man 
"True enough, don't mind me, | just hate waiting," Rick admitted with a chuckle 

"Believe me, so do |," Steve told him. ‘It won't be that much longer, though 

Before long, Rick noticed that Steve made a point of making sure he always had a couple of drinks behind his 


kit, and sometimes hid his favourite Cadbury Crunchie or Dairy Milk bars in with his spare drumsticks. And 
then when the tour started, he realised that Steve nearly always had a cuppa ready for him when they woke 


up on the bus, and always made sure he got a jam doughnut - his favourite kind - when the band picked up a 
few dozen to eat on the road. 


The day before his birthday, Rick sat beside Steve with a grin. "Da's packing already," he said with a grin. "He's 
already told me he'll say his farewells before we head to the venue tonight, as he intends going to sleep early 


and leaving for the airport before dawn" 


"And we've three days off, starting tomorrow," Steve said with a smile. With Mr. Allen in the bunk area of the 


bus, he risked giving Rick's hand a squeeze. "I can't wait to spoil you." 


Rick blushed. "Like you don't spoil me already." he said. "Seems like every time | turn around, you're doing 
something else nice for me. | know you love jam doughnuts too, but if there's only one left, you always make 


sure | get it" 


Steve blushed as well. "Yeah, well.. you know I'm not the best with words, so | like to try to show you how | 
feel instead." 


"You do a bloody amazing job, that's for sure,” Rick said softly. "Almost makes me feel like I'm not doing enough 


to show you how | feel." 


"You show me every time you smile at me," Steve said, lifting the drummer's hand to his lips. "And once 


tomorrow gets here, itll be even easier to show you how | feel.” 


Rick smiled softly and tucked a stray wisp of Steve's hair behind his ear. "| better go sit somewhere else 
before | forget the rules. It's a bloody good thing it's Halloween tonight, and that the Yanks go all out for that. 
| have every intention of giving you a hug onstage tonight, but I'll be wearing a mask for Halloween, so | can 
pull it off as a joke." 


Steve grinned. "Seriously? What exactly are you going to do?" 


"Oh, | picked up a gorilla mask," Rick said with a laugh. "I figure I'll pop out from behind the kit with the mask 
on and go ‘round to each of you blokes and do something for the laughs. Grab Joe's scarf and tie him and Sav 
together, maybe pick up Pete and sit him on his stack, then pretend to fall madly in love with you like King 
Kong with that blond bird in the movie - only I'll just hug you, rather than climb a skyscraper with you over 


my shoulder." 


"Yeah, probably best not to try that," Steve said, laughing. "You're strong and l'm skinny, but I'm not sure you 


could carry me up a building like that.. even if we could find a bloody skyscraper ‘round here to climb!" 


Rick laughed and headed for the front of the bus, saying, "I'd best warn everyone else that I'm gonna have a 
bit of fun tonight." 


Steve watched him go, then headed into the bunk area and approached Rick's father. "Mr. Allen, can | ask a 
favour?" he asked. 


"What do you need, Steve?" Geoffrey Allen asked. 


"Rick said you'll be leaving really early tomorrow, and that you'll likely not be at tonight's show," Steve said. 
"We kind of hoped to give Rick a birthday surprise, figuring you'd let us into your room once we're all up, but 
if you're likely to be gone before we're awake, that won't work. Any chance you'd slip your key card under my 
door before you turn in tonight? You know, flip the security lock so your door won't shut and lock you out and 
all, and that way | can use it and let the blokes in come morning." 


Geoffrey nodded. "I can do you one better, Steve. How about | hand you the key card before you lot head to 
the venue? | can stay in and order a pizza or something for dinner rather than go out to eat" The older man 


paused, then asked, "You're not hiring a stripper or anything like that, are you?" 
"No," Steve said honestly. "But | thought a cake for breakfast might not go amiss." 


"You know my son well," Geoffrey laughed. "Not that | should be surprised, not when you've been in the band 
together for three years now. So, what, you blokes are going to crowd into the room with a cake and wake him 


with the birthday song?" 


Steve laughed. "Well, | hadn't asked the others if they'll sing, but we might do just that! | figure since we've a 
couple of days off, after we eat, we'll let Rick decide what we'll do for the day, where we'll go and all that.” 


“Sounds like a good plan," Geoffrey said with a nod. "Yeah, just make sure you pop over to mine and Rick's room 


before you head out tonight and I'll give you my key card." 


Everything went mostly to plan that evening, both before and during the show. Steve got the key card to 
Rick's room to use in the morning, and Rick had his Halloween fun onstage; Joe and Sav willingly played along, as 
did Steve, who relished the hug he got from the younger man. Only Pete acted annoyed by Rick's shenanigans, 


which naturally made the audience enjoy the tomfoolery that much more. 


FEKE 


Steve set his alarm early, much to Pete's disgust, and slipped out in search of an approximation of a proper 
English breakfast. It wasn't perfect, he had yet to see any restaurant offer grilled tomato or mushrooms at 
breakfast, but he had to admit, the fresh fruit cups on offer weren't bad. Ordering two breakfasts to go, he 
hurried back to the motel with the food and let himself into the room in which Rick now slept alone. 


The scent of bacon caught Rick's attention; he woke up blinking and peering around blearily. Steve thought he 
looked adorable. "Happy Birthday, Rick," the guitarist said softly. "You get to start the day with breakfast in 


bed, and I've got more planned for later." 


"You're spoiling me again," Rick said with a smile. "This is.. how'd you get in here, anyway?" 


Steve grinned. "| got your da's key card from him last night, told him the band planned to wake you with a cake 


as a surprise. There will be cake eventually, just not for breakfast" 
Rick laughed and sat up. "I'll be sure to tell Da that it was, though, in case he asks when we're home again" 


Steve brought the food over and set it on the nightstand, then sat on the edge of the bed and pulled Rick into 
a soft kiss. "Mm," he said as he pulled back with a smile. "Its nice to finally be able to say good morning to my 
boyfriend” 


Rick smiled as he ran his fingers through Steve's hair. "| agree," he murmured, then blushed when his stomach 


growled. "Sorry," he said a little sheepishly. 


Steve chuckled "You use up more energy than the rest of us onstage, its to be expected that you need a 
good breakfast. Let's eat before it goes cold, and then | have a day out planned for just the two of us, ahead 
of your birthday dinner with the whole band. 


"Sounds great, to be able to spend the whole day with my boyfriend," Rick said as they opened up the food 


containers. "You even found marmalade!" 


"| found something claiming to be marmalade, anyway," Steve said with a grin. "I've no idea if they know how to 
make proper marmalade on this side of the pond, but | tried | know you said you've missed it since we've been 


here." 


The two young men set about demolishing the meal, eventually deciding that while the marmalade wasn't quite 
up to British standards, it was pretty good. Steve declared that they'd add a stop to the planned day out, to 
pick up a supply to have on the road. 


"You really are trying to spoil me, aren't you?" Rick said with a blush. "And really, all | wanted for my birthday 
was to finally be able to call you my boyfriend” 


‘I've been yours from the day we talked, back when Joe and Sav got together, even if we had to follow the 
rules and not admit it until today," Steve said softly. "And | wanted to be yours for a lot longer than that. I'm 
just glad you felt the same way about me." He grinned a bit, adding, "But | still intend spoiling you today." 


Rick chuckled and fed Steve the last rasher of bacon. "Fine, if you insist. But that means I'll have to spoil you 
for your birthday when it comes ‘round." 


Steve laughed. "Fair enough, love. Get dressed so we can head out. Did you know there are several art 
museums here in Seattle? | thought you'd like to go see them, knowing how much you like art.” 


Rick blinked. "But you're not that into art, won't you be bored?" 


‘Of course not, because I'll be spending time with you," Steve said. "Go dress, so we can see as much as 


possible." 


Once Rick was ready, Steve pulled out brochures for each of the art museums, consulting with his boyfriend 
as to which ones he wanted to see. They also decided to hit a typical tourist stop along the way and go up to 
the observation deck of the Space Needle. Rick brought his camera and took several pictures of the view from 
the Space Needle, and several more pictures of Steve, making the guitarist blush. For his part, Steve found the 
art museums more interesting than he'd expected, since Rick took the time to explain the various elements of 


the pieces he liked best. 


The two had lunch in a little café, daring to hold hands across the table when they saw they weren't the only 
same-sex couple in the place, and that no one was bothering any of those couples. After that, they walked 
around the area with its numerous small shops and even an open-air market with stalls selling fresh produce 
as well as things like jams and pickles - Steve told Rick that this was where he'd gotten the marmalade from - 
and they decided to buy several jars of the marmalade as they knew their bandmates would inevitably find it 
and probably eat it all if they only bought one. 


Other stalls sold various handmade arts and crafts items. Rick had a laugh at one vendor whose stall was 
called "Nuts on the Family Tree" and who sold wooden wall hangings featuring families of owls made of walnut 
shells sitting on tree branches. The vendor would then label the owls with the names of the purchaser's family 


members. He and Steve each bought one for their mums for Christmas. 


Steve then bought a custom airbrushed t-shirt featuring a pair of crossed drumsticks under a silhouetted 
drum kit and the words Drummers Do It With Rhythm, and gave it to Rick, which made the young drummer 
blush. He also bought his boyfriend a sampler box of fudge and paid for a caricature sketch of the two of 
them. When Rick protested, Steve hushed him. "It's your birthday, and you're my boyfriend now," he said 
softly. "I really want to do this for you, love." 


Rick couldn't think of a good rebuttal, so he nodded. "You're too good to me, Steve," he said softly. 
"No such thing," Steve said as they left the market and headed back to the motel. 


Meeting up with the others, they headed up the street to a steakhouse for Rick's birthday dinner. Steve had a 
quiet word with their server, who led a parade from the kitchen to their table with their desserts, singing the 
birthday song and presenting Rick with his cake, a lit candle stuck into it. Half the patrons sang along as well, 
and applauded when a laughing, red-faced Rick blew out the candle. Then the rest of the band presented their 
drummer with gifts. Joe, the other artist of the group, gave Rick a sketchpad and a set of charcoals. Sav gave 
him a t-shirt with a picture of Animal from The Muppet Show, while Pete simply gave him several pairs of 
spare drumsticks. Then Steve surprised him with a book he'd looked at, but decided he couldn't afford, at the 


gift shop of one of the art museums. 


"Wait. Steve.. how did you get this without me seeing?" Rick asked. "And you already got me so much today." 


"Well, | knew you wanted it, so | bought it while your back was turned," Steve said with a smug grin. "And 
arranged for them to send it to the motel." 


"Still, it's so much.. the shirt, the fudge.. even the bloody marmalade, and now this, too?" Rick said. 
"And | told you, nothing's too good for my boyfriend," Steve said softly. 


Pete pretended to gag, while Sav and Joe smiled and congratulated them on becoming a couple. "Let me guess," 
Sav said. "You've sort of been together for a while, but you're only admitting it now Rick's turned eighteen, 


because of that rule from management?" 


"Got it in one," Rick said. "And since | know you're a nosy bugger, we sort of got together the day after you 
and Joe. Oh, and Pete? You get a gift today, too - now Da's gone home, Steve's gonna share with me and you'll 


have your privacy." 


"Really?" Pete perked up, obviously not having considered that possibility. "In that case, you also have my 


congratulations!" 


Everyone laughed, and when the bill came, Steve, Pete, Joe, and Sav all pitched in enough to cover it despite 
Rick's protests. They walked back to the motel, where Steve collected his things from the room he'd been 
sharing with Pete and carried them over to Rick's room. Then Joe, the oldest of the group, brought them a 
six-pack of beer and jokingly reminded the couple that Rick wasn't old enough to drink yet in the States before 
wishing them good night. 


Once they were alone, Rick smiled at Steve. "Thank you for such an amazing day, Steve," he said softly. "I love 


you." 


"Oh, Rick," Steve said, pulling him close. "I love you too." Their lips met in a tender kiss, filled with promise and 
hope for the future. 


